1 
The Hound 


The big half-bred bloodhound lay in his barrel kennel and 
dreamed he was deer hunting. Of all the quarry he had ever 
trailed, deer was the hound’s favorite, although it was usually 
strictly forbidden. He had been whipped, beaten with a club, and 
even hit in the flanks by bird shot for this crime; yet once, after 
an interminable journey to a faraway place, he had been allowed 
to track a deer. Now he smelled again that warm, rich odor as he 
toiled after the quarry. Again he heard the rapid toot—toot— 
toot of his master’s horn blowing the “Gone away,” and the notes 
made him yelp with excitement. He was not running now, but 
flying over the ground, and the scent was growing stronger. The 
quarry must be almost in sight. The hound kicked convulsively 
in his barrel and whined with eagerness. 

He was vaguely aware of a distant noise so remote he was 
barely conscious of it. Yet the noise grew louder and more 
irritating. It was a shrill Yip-yurr! repeated over and over. The 
hound tried to banish it from his thoughts and concentrate on 
the glory of the chase, but the yapping forced itself on him. 
Gradually the splendor of the hunt began to fade, driven away 
by that infuriating, sharp yipping. With the noise came a 
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penetrating odor that obliterated the glory of the thrillin 4 

scent. With a cry that was half bark, half growl, the houn ie eer 
awake. He lay for an instant unsure of what was going on, Th 
he smelled the pungent scent of fox, and fox very close. Ae *y 
same moment, the taunting yipping came again. 

With a roar of fury, the hound burst from his barrel into th 
false light of early dawn. There, only a few yards away, g fox 
was sitting grinning at him. So crazed with rage he could a 
think, the hound flung himself at the intruder. The fox did ii 
move. As his jaws were about to close over the stinking req 
interloper, the hound was flung on his side and lay groveling on 
the hard-packed earth. He had come to the end of his chain and 
been jerked backward. 

By now every hound in the pack, as well as the fierce mongrel] 
catch dogs, had been awakened and were raging at the ends of 
their chains. The fox cocked his triangular head to grin at them, 
knowing he was safe. Then he turned to the hound and barked 
again in the same teasing way. The taunt set the hound com- 
pletely out of his head with madness. He flung himself the full 
length of the chain, rolled on the ground, tore at the metal links, 
and screamed with frustration while the fox still sat scoffing at 
him. The fox clearly knew to a foot the length of the chain—no 
difficult feat, for the fan-shaped strip of padded earth around 
each kennel showed the boundaries beyond which the captive 
dog could not go—and was enjoying himself immensely. He had 
stopped barking, as he could not have been heard above the 
tumult, and sat gloating over the chaos he was causing. 

The headlights of a car swept the hill slope, illuminating 
briefly the coat of the fox so that it glowed as if with an internal 
light. Instantly the fox dropped his gloating, confident air. The 
grin vanished; he crouched down and turned to look at the lane 
leading to the isolated cabin below him. The lights of a second 
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car glided over him, making the fox crouch even lower. Then as 
the clamor of the dogs increased in volume and frustration, the 
fox skulked away, beginning to run as soon as he was clear of the 
light, and vanished into the scrub-oak thickets. 

The hound was the first to stop his frustrated screaming. In 
spite of the noise of the pack, he recognized the distinctive sound 
of his Master’s car. A few moments later, he was able to identify 
the second vehicle. It belonged to men who came occasionally to 
his Master’s home, and their presence always meant that his 
services would be in demand. He could identify half a dozen cars 
by their sound, although he could not recognize them by sight. 
When this particular car came, he was always called on to track 
a man. The hound didn’t like tracking men especially—the scent 
was always poor, and there was no killing at the end of the trail. 
Although not bloodthirsty like the catch dogs, he did enjoy those 
last exciting moments of the chase, the anticipated crack of the 
rifle, and smelling the dead quarry. Still, anything that got him 
off the tiresome chain was a relief. So he stood hopefully, his tail 
wagging with doubtful eagerness, as there was still a chance his 
services might not be required. 

He saw the cars stop and men get out. He thought one was his 
Master; but at that distance he could not be sure, for he was 
shortsighted. The men went into the cabin and then came out 
again, starting up the hill. The pack began to bark now, partly in 
warning and partly in expectation. As the men came closer, the 
hound could see that the figure in front was his Master. He 
recognized him by his manner of walking rather than by his 
appearance. He began to wiggle with excitement. 

The Master came up to him and the hound saw that he was 
putting on a heavy leather belt and carried the long leash that 
meant man-tracking. He was to go and the rest would be left 


behind. Frantic with pride and delight, he groveled on the 
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ground, turning his had sideways to expose the Jugular ye: 
sign of utter abjection to ingratiate himself further i a 
Master, whom he recognized as a stronger animal. Thee his 
patted him and spoke his name, “Copper,” together a 
words the hound could not understand but which, from th 
were gentle. Encouraged, the hound sprang up and, ae 
forepaws on the Master's chest, tried to lick his face ag he : 
the face of another dog who had showed friendliness. 
good-naturedly repulsed. The snap of his kennel 
released and the tracking leash fastened to his collar. 

Copper at once started for the cars. He did not throw hig full 
weight on the leash until he heard the click of the snap on the 
other end of the lead being fitted into the eye socket on the bel 
Then he pulled on the leash with all his strength, hurrying the | 
Master toward the cars. There was a young Trigg hound named 
Chief, an excellent tracker and brave fighter who was the 
Master's favorite. Copper hated Chief with a hatred surpassing 
the hatred of a jealous woman. He was mortally afraid the | 
Master might take the Trigg too and wanted to get him away 
from the other dogs as quickly as possible. 

When they reached the cars, Copper hesitated. Sometimes the 
Master took him in one car and sometimes in the other. The 
Master spoke to the two men whom Copper recognized primarily 
by the smell of their leather leggings. He had gone out with 
them several times before. The Master unclipped the lead, 
opened the door of his car, and ordered the hound to get in. 
Copper sprang in promptly, jumping up to his special seat on 
rack behind the driver, and lay down, thumping the boards 
enthusiastically with his tail. There was an apprehensive quality 
to the thumping, as he still was not absolutely sure that the 
Master might not go back after that accursed Chief. But the 
Master climbed in and started the car. As soon as it moved, 
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Coppet relaxed and stopped his tail wagging. No doubt now, he 
O 


pe they reached the paved highway, the second car passed 

A flashing light appeared on its top and it gave off a 
sae wail. Both cars speeded up. Copper would have loved 
ae a able to lean out the window of the car, drinking in 
ia ae 4 especially as the car accelerated. The rush of air 
ue his open mouth into his lungs gave him an intoxicating 
sensation. As this was forbidden, he had to be content with the 
current of air that came in through the open window. Lying 
quietly, he sucked it in through his broad wet nostrils. The 
motion of the car soothed him, and he dozed. 

He was awakened by the car turning off the smooth highway 
and jolting over a dirt track. It was broad daylight. Copper 
d stretched as well as he could in his cramped 
quarters. The other car was still ahead of them, throwing up 
dust that made the hound sneeze. He put one paw over his nose 
as a shield. 

The cars stopped and there was a sound of voices. Copper 
stood up, tired and cramped by the journey and eager to be let 
out, The Master opened the door and allowed him to jump down 
and relieve himself against some bushes. There were a number 
of men here, all talking, and Copper ran around investigating 
the new smells and pausing to eat a little saw grass, for the ride 
had made him slightly nauseated. 

Copper heard his Master’s angry voice and glanced up, appre- 
hensive that he had done something wrong, but the Master was 
speaking to one of the men who had come from a cabin with 
something in his hand. The Master snatched the object and 
came toward Copper. He held it out and the hound realized it 
was a scent guide, an object that would give him the scent of the 
man he was to track. 


yawned an 
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The object was cloth, and Copper smelled it carefully 


were several human scents, including that of the man wh 

just handled it and of course the Master’s scent. This oe i . 
bother the hound; he naturally recognized and eliminated n't 
particular odor, but he had no way of telling which of dhe oa 
scents was the important one. ot 

The Master put the tracking leash on his collar and Cg 
prepared for work. When he heard the familiar click as the i 
was snapped to the belt, he started off. All the men began to 
follow them, but to Copper’s relief the Master shouted and aj 
but one dropped back. He was one of the leather-smelling men 
and followed a few feet behind. 

The Master took Copper on a long swing around the cabin. 
The hound worked slowly, sorting out the different scents that 
came to him. Animal scents, such as rabbit and squirrel, he 
ignored. Occasionally he crossed patches of wild mustard or mint 
that gave off an odor that tended to mask other scents. In such 
cases he skirted the patches to be able to work on uncontami- 
nated ground. Twice he crossed clearings where the hot sun had 
burned off most of the scent. He worked these carefully to make 
sure of not missing a faint trail. 

At last he hit a clear man track. Copper stopped instantly, 
sniffing long and loudly. Then he went back to the Master for 
the scent guide. The Master held it out and Copper sniffed the 
guide. Yes, one of the odors, and by far the strongest, was the 
same as that of the track. Without any more hesitation Copper 
went back to the trail and started out. 

It was damp and cool under the trees and the scent held well. 
Copper forged ahead, at times dragging the Master after him, for 
the man could not pass under low-hanging boughs as easily as 
the hound. A few times the hound lost the scent, but by pressing 
on he was able to pick it up within a few yards. Occasionally, 
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he quarry had turned off at an angle at places where 
had sunk into dry ground or been blown away 
the Here Cop per was ata loss. The Master had to take 


{to the last sure place and start him over. By workin 
ack t0 


The 


t 
though, by ‘ 
him 


ended. Copper circled the spot to make sure. Then he lifted one 
leg and urinated as a sign that the quarry had vanished. As a 
young hound he had followed trails with so much enthusiasm 
that he had never had time to relieve himself until the scent 
ended. Then he had wet. The Master had come to recognize 
what he meant, so now the act of wetting was a code sign 
between them. 

The Master called to the leather-smelling man who came up. 
They talked while Copper lay down and rested. It had been a 
long pull, and he was tired and thirsty. 

Finally the Master came over to him. He poured water from a 
canteen onto the rim of his hat, and Copper drank eagerly. Then 
the Master washed out his nose and massaged his feet. Finally 
he shook the leash and said, “Go on, boy. Go find ’em.” 

Copper looked up reproachfully. He had already indicated 
that the trail stopped here. Yet the Master was insistent. With 
an almost audible sigh, the hound rose and checked again. Yes, 
- scent definitely stopped here. Copper tried to think what to 

0. 


Although there was no scent of the quarry, there was the scent 
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of an automobile. Copper could easily smell the ad 
rubber tires, gasoline, and oil as well as the indivi nei 0 
odor of a machine. As he had to track something, and Stic 
nothing else to track, he began tracking the car. 
Following the car was fairly simple, although the he 
hurt his pads. Copper soon found that enough of the bs T0q 
blown off the road and clung to the grass along the e doe a is 
to follow it there. The grass was still partly damp and it os im 
blades offered a perfect trap for the scent particles, Even eis 
the sun was making the scent rise so it floated a few inches Hs, 
the ground and the hound did not have to drop his head. m 
After a time he came on the man scent again by the side of the 
road. It was quite clear, although not fresh. It led into the wood, 
and Copper started after it eagerly, jerking on the leash, hs 
Master pulled him up and he and the leather-smelling man bent 
down to look at something. Copper hurried over. They had 
found a white object that smelled heavily of tobacco but had so 


the 


little of the man scent that Copper turned away in disgust to get 
back to the trail. The Master seemed delighted, and from the 
way he encouraged him, Copper strained forward happily. 

Working along the side of a hill, they came on a mass of sharp- 
edged rocks lying in the full glare of the sun. Here Copper could 
not find a trace of the trail. He worked up and down the slope, 
dragging the Master after him, trying desperately to own the 
line. He did not give his urinating signal, for he knew that here 
the man had not simply disappeared—the scent had not abruptly 
ended, but petered out on the hot, bare rocks. It must be here 
somewhere if he could only find it. 

The Master pulled him off the rocks and for the first time 
since starting out, unsnapped the leash from his collar as a signal 
he was to stop tracking. Copper lay down thankfully, licking his 
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bleeding pads, for the rocks were sharp. He was still unhappy 
the lost line and prepared to try again after a rest. 

yer men left him and walked slowly across the rocks. They 
ed to find something. Painful as it was, Copper limped over 

ae and hopefully stuck his nose in the place where the 

sae was pointing. He was ordered back. He continued to 

sniff, but there was nothing there, and after a second curt com- 

ae he returned to the soft earth. . 

The men climbed the rockslide, stopping frequently, while 
Copper watched them in agony. He could not understand how 
they could smell the line when he could not. At the top of the 
ope, the Master called him. To avoid the rocks, Copper loped 
ground the slide and joined the men. The tracking leash was 
snapped into his collar, and the Master repeated, “Go on, boy. 
Go find ’em.” 

Copper cast around and, sure enough, there was the scent 
again. How the Master had found it he could not imagine, nor 
did he try. Human beings had strange powers no dog could 
understand. Trained never to give tongue while following a 
man, he could not suppress an eager whine. Then they were off 
again, the big hound pulling on the leash until the Master 
cursed him, but Copper was too excited at hitting the line again 
to pay any attention. 

The scent was gradually growing stronger now. It was not too 
old. As Copper was forging ahead, he was abruptly pulled up 
short. The men were looking upward. Copper glanced up but 
could see nothing. The men talked in low voices, and then the 
Master ordered him on again. 

The scent was good now. The eager hound forced his way 
through laurel tangle and greenbrier so thick the men could 


hardly follow, They reached a gully in the woods, and Copper 
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smelled water at the bottom. He started down; but the 
‘ 
very bad indeed, for there was no circulation of Scent 
A Ir ° 
shielded gully to lift the scent above the ground, and Cy Mn the 
forced to keep his nose almost in direct contact with the Wag 


He had raised his head to blow dust from his S carth 


suddenly he stopped dead. Ignoring the trail, the howd 
fully tested the air. Yes, there it was. The man i 
SO 


close the hound could air-scent him. At the same instant 
hound knew the quarry was dead. The heavy, sweet-sick a 
death was strong. There was also blood. iad 

Paying no attention to the trail now, the hound plunged dogs 
the steep bank, the men sliding after him on their buttocks. At 
the bottom of the gully ran a clear stream. Thirsty as he was, the 
hound did not stop to drink. He splashed through the water ang 
up the opposite bank, the men cupping up quick handfuls of 
water as they followed. As they climbed, a frenzied rustling 
came from the bushes ahead. Half a dozen black shapes flushed, 
and beat their way upward on huge, sooty black wings, leaving a 
carrion reek as they rose. Copper ignored them. He strained 
forward, took one strong sniff, and then sat down. The quarry 
was here. 

The Master unsnapped the leash and the men moved forward 
toward the body. A droning mass of blowflies rose above the 
corpse for a moment, then settled back. Copper smelled the 
blood, smelled the birds, and identified the body as the quarry he 
had been following. Then he smelled something else that made 
him bound to his feet: a savage, feral scent that made the black 
hairs of his neck stand up and sent shivers of fear and excitement 
through his body. Bear! 

Regardless of the men, Copper bounded forward and began 
feverishly to cast around. It was bear, all right. ‘There was blood 
on his paws and he had been in a frenzy of rage; Copper coul 
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11 by the special quality of the scent. His conviction was 
te grmed when he hit a spot where the bear had urinated in his 
eae ent. The urine was heavily charged with the odor only a 
ee animal emits. . 

As he was no longer tracking a man, Copper felt himself 
. stifled in giving tongue, and his deep bay rolled out, first in a 
oie how] and then in short, gasping cries. Instantly the Master 
was by his side. Copper showed him where the line was; but the 
Master, instead of instantly winding the scent, went back and 
forth in an exasperating way until he found something to look at 
on the soft earth. The Master's inability to scent a perfectly clear 
Jine, as well as his tendency to stand for a long time staring at 

intless marks on the ground, was his most irritating quality, 
and Copper had never grown entirely reconciled to it. The 
Master called over the leather-smelling man and they both 
looked at the ground and talked, while Copper went nearly mad 
with impatience. Finally the tracking leash was snapped on and 
he was told to go ahead. 

It was no use. The bear had traveled much faster than the 
man and hadn’t dragged his feet as the man had. Copper could 
only just own the line. After a short time, the Master pulled him 
off, and even Copper had to admit it was a wise decision. That 
bear was gone. By the time Copper could have puzzled out the 
faint trail, the bear would have been too far away to make the 
hunt worthwhile; besides, neither man had a gun. Copper knew 
that men always carried guns when they went bear hunting. 

After a long, dull journey they returned to the cabin and the 
cars. While the men, as they always did, talked and talked 
interminably, Copper slept, licked the cuts on his paws, and 
slept again, He was intensely relieved when he was ordered back 
to the car and they started home. 


For the next few days nothing happened. Copper, like the 
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other dogs, was bored and restless. He amused himself 
in front of his barrel and checking the various odors : 
breeze brought him. He could just make out the cabin at i the 
of the little rise where the kennels were, but beyond hie 
world fuzzied into a black-and-white haze, although he at the 
barely distinguish a moving figure if it wasn’t too far os 
Everything looked black and white to Copper even thoy vy. 
could tell a considerable number of shades of gray es 
comparative brightness. Copper did not depend much on 2 
eyes, which he knew were unreliable and which had cs 
caused him to make shameful errors. If the Master changed i 
clothes, Copper would often bark at him until the Master spoke 
so he could recognize the voice. This was very humiliating, but 
even while Copper was cringing in disgrace, he liked to get a 
good sniff in to make quite sure the figure standing over him was 
indeed the Master. 

If his eyes were weak, his nose was quite another thing. Lying 
on the hill, Copper could tell fairly well what was going on in 
the world about him. At every moment dozens of distinct odors 
were pouring into his nostrils; the great majority of them the 
hound ignored as meaningless. Flowers, grass, trees, the other 
dogs, activities in the cabin—these meant nothing to him. A 


by lyin 


distant herd of deer passing through the woods, a stray dog, a 


human stranger, even a pheasant, goose, rabbit, or raccoon 
caused his nostrils to twitch as he took pains to separate the 
important scent from the mass of other odors. He could also tell 
when it was going to rain by the moisture in the wind, and 
distinguished between day and night by the different quality in 
the air almost as much as he did by eyesight. 

A few mornings later, he was awakened by the ringing of the 
telephone in the cabin. It was still pitch black even though 
Copper could smell the dawn not too far away; it always began 
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cool slightly before dawn. The other dogs moved restlessly and 
bled annoyance at the insistent ringing, but Copper lay 
ae listening. When the phone rang at night it usually meant 
nf to do. Perhaps he would be called on again to the further 
humiliation of the Trigg. | . . . 

The phone stopped ringing. Then lights went on in the cabin. 
Even the other dogs knew what that meant, and their chains 
vattled as they shook themselves and came out of their kennels to 
gtretch, yawn, and relieve themselves. Copper smelled coffee, 
and was almost sure there was a job on. The Master never made 
that coffee smell this early unless he was going out. 

The cabin door opened, emitting a flood of light, and the 
Master came out. The wind was blowing to the dogs and Copper 
could smell his leather hunting boots and the heavy jacket he 
wore when he started on jobs. Alas, there was no scent of the 
tracking belt that meant Copper alone was going. But there 
would be tracking. 

The rest of the pack were beginning to leap at the ends of the 
chains and scream with excitement. The chorus varied from the 
hard chop of the two gray-and-white treeing Walkers to the 
deep, sonorous bay of the trail hounds. The Master shouted, 
“You, Chief! Strike! Ranger! Hold that noise!” The dogs sub- 
sided. 

With the swift efficiency of long practice, the Master hitched 
up the dogs’ trailer to his battered car while the pack watched 
anxiously. Then he came up the hill. The dogs groveled, barked, 
whined, and stood on their hind legs in an agony of anticipation 
while he made his choice. To Copper's inexpressible delight, he 
was selected. The Master also took Red, a young heavy-coated 
July hound, and Ranger, a buckskin Plott who was known as a 


hghter. Then he took that damned Chief. Chief was a big hound 


weighing nearly as much as Copper. He was more catfooted than 
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the bloodhound, faster and more belligerent. He wags bl 
tan with a white-tipped tail. Because of his habit of skj 
not infrequently hit by chance on the line that Cop 

. ‘ per w 
patiently working out, gave tongue, and took the pack avy, as 
it. This was one of the reasons the bloodhound hated him Y on 

Lastly, the Master selected Buck, a long-legged Airedale 
Scrapper. Scrapper's ancestry was uncertain. He had some ae 
dog, some Doberman, and perhaps a little Alsatian. The a ; 
sion of these two catch dogs meant they were going ip 
dangerous game. Like all the hounds, Copper feared and disliked 
the catch dogs. He had discovered from painful experience that 
the catch dogs when excited were more likely to attack the 
hounds than the quarry. The hounds were put together jn 
the trailer, but the catch dogs were kept in separate compart. 
ments. 

The white sun was rising in the grayish-black sky as they 
started. Copper didn’t like riding in the trailer; it swayed too 
much and made him sick, so he lay down and tried to sleep, only 
growling a little when the other hounds fell across him in their 
excitement at going out on a job. The ride was not too long, and 
they made good time because the highway was almost deserted 
at this hour except for a few night-running trucks that gave off a 
stench of diesel oil as they passed. They reached a small town, 
and the car slowed down. A car was parked in the silent street, 
and the headlights were rapidly switched on and off as they 
approached it. Though Copper could see the car through the 
trailer’s wire mesh, he could not identify it even after the Master 
pulled up alongside and stopped. He did know the man who got 
out—not immediately, but after he had talked to the Master for 
a few seconds Copper could smell him. This man always smelled 
of a special grease he used on his gun. There was no doubt 
about it now: they were going after some potentially dangerous 


ack-ang. 
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animal. The grease-smelling man appeared only before such 
hunts. . : : 

The two men finished talking and, getting back in the cars, 
started off. Again Copper dozed. When he awoke, the cars were 
limbing up a steep grade. The air was fresher, colder, and 
thinner. Scenting conditions were so good that in spite of the 
stink of the exhaust Copper could smell pines and even some 
animal scents, especially deer. The cold air of the mountains 
made him feel better, and he stood up, swaying in rhythm with 
the motion of the car. 

The cars pulled off on grass and stopped, while the Master 
came around to let them out. The captives went crazy with 
excitement, ricocheting off the sides of the van and throwing 
themselves against the door. ‘The Master had to press the door in 
with the full weight of his body to get enough play to release 
the catch. The hounds poured out in an excited stream, and the 
Master waited while they relieved themselves and checked the 
new scents. Then he let out the catch dogs, one after another. 
There was a little trouble between the fighting dogs and the 
hounds, but the Master was watching closely and at the first 
growl he spoke so sharply that the dogs avoided each other. 

Ahead of them rose a great cliff, painted dead black by the 
light of the white sun on it. Sheltered beneath the cliff stood a 
small farmhouse, flanked by a rambling apple orchard and a 
sheepfold. The air was supercharged with scents here. In addi- 
tion to the smell of mice, squirrels, rabbits, and grouse on the 
grass, which interested him, Copper was also conscious of the 
odor of chickens, cattle, sheep, humans, a dog, and the aroma of 
food cooking. He also scented water, and hoped they could drink 
before starting out. 

A man came from the house with a dog at his heels. Though 
the pack paid no attention to the man, they were all instantly 
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fascinated by the dog. Copper could not see the do 


was quite sure he was a male, frightened, and fairly 
man ordered him back to the house, and Copper wit 
the pack went after him to investigate until the 
them off. 

The man took them to the sheepfold. The shee 
ing, and Copper knew by their scent that they had been b 
frightened during the night. They had urinated in thei, — 
and the pen smelled heavily of the urine charged with e 
special odor of fear that all animals quickly recognize, Althou ‘ 
ordinarily the pack would have been indifferent to the flock : 
fear smell made them prick up their hackles and move eee 
the fold stiff-legged. Even Copper, well broken to all domestic 
stock, felt a charge of gloating cruelty surge through him. Tha 
odor meant the quarry would put up no resistance, but would lie 
writhing helplessly while Copper buried his teeth in the soft 
flesh and felt the ecstasy of the victim’s death struggles through 
clenched jaws. That odor maddened him almost like the scent of 
a bitch in heat. The Master ordered them off, and when the 
catch dogs seemed inclined to ignore him he took a stick to 
them. 


Plain] 
vous Ys byt 
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P Were bleas. 


The man who lived at the farm was pointing to the ground; 
the Master and the grease-smelling man bent over to examine it. 
Then the Master called Copper over. As the hound leaped 
forward, the others tried to follow but were ordered back, to 
Copper's great satisfaction. The instant he applied his trained 
nose to the spot where the Master was pointing, Copper burst 
into a long, sobbing cry. It was bear. It was the same bear he had 
scented beside the dead man. With his tail wagging frantically, 
he began to work out the line. 

To his surprise, the Master called him off. The grease 


smelling man went to the cars and came back with his rifle. 
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ted toward the apple orchard, the hounds trotting 
aia grass under ihe dark leaves. By a twisted old 
Ss stood a pile of crates, filled with apples. The heavy boxes 
a been scattered in all directions, and the round black fruit 
littered the ground. Copper sniffed at some of the apples. The 

im nothing. 

aries a here!” * alled the Master. Copper hurried over. 
Even befote he reached the Master, he smelled the bear scent. 
Leaping forward, he began to cast about, his tail going madly as 
he tried to pin down the line. Red, Ranger, and. Chief hurried 
up and also began to cast around. Ranger and Chief had the 
scent, but young Red was still trying to find out what the 
excitement was all about. 

Then, then it came! Full, strong, and fresh. Copper knew he 
was on the line and smelled the tracks themselves; not scent 
blown out of them by the morning breeze. He went a few feet to 
make sure and then broke into his deep, bell-like bay. Instantly 
every dog in the pack—even the catch dogs—left whatever he 
was doing and ran to Copper. Ranger and Chief sniffed desper- 
ately and then simultaneously broke into the steady cry of 
hounds on a scent. Red had more trouble, and then he too gave 
tongue. 

“Go get ’em, boys. Woo-whoop!” shouted the Master. The 
pack was streaming across the orchard now, swept along by the 
sound of their own music as much as by the scent that floated in 
front of them. Copper was following the trail itself, while 
Ranger and Chief, running on either side of him, were picking 
up the scent swirls, for the warmth of the rising sun was making 
the scent rise from the tracks, and a slight breeze distributed it. 
Red was following Copper to be quite sure of the line. The catch 


dogs were at the tail, only occasionally getting wisps of scent that 
made them yelp with eagerness. 
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The scent held well in the forest, and the ae 
reassuring one another by their rhythmical baying th Presseq on 
all still on the line. Where the woods were open . the é 
breast-high and the hounds were able to Elly © Scent J, 
dropping their heads—a great advantage. In the ri thous 
where the sun had not as yet penetrated, the air was Ai, Ww 
scent still lay on the ground. Here the hounds were a the 
drop their heads, and this slowed them. At times the Bie, to 
completely. At such times the pack stopped their bayin ailed 
anxiously fanned out, each hound working on his own : . 
the line. Copper usually found it. He knew all the best sles nd 

$ to 
check: the hollow formed by two roots at the base of a tree 
damp spot where the scent might cling, a protected hollow as 
the scent might have drifted and could not rise again. Often he 
was able to take it from bushes that had touched the bear’s sides 
The scent particles clung to the oily surface of the leaves, while 
‘t would not adhere to dead leaves on the ground or to the bare 
earth. When he was sure, he would speak and the rest would 
run over and cast out ahead of him. Occasionally one of the 
other hounds would strike something and speak to it doubtfully. 
Copper would hurry over to check the spot. The rest would wait 
until they heard his affirmative deep bay. 

Once when the whole pack had been at fault for several 
minutes, Red, the young July hound, shouted eagerly. No one 
paid any attention to him, for Red had never opened on a line 
before. But the puppy kept pleading, until finally Copper went 
over to investigate, fully expecting to find nothing. Red indi- 
cated the spot and stood back anxiously while Copper applied his 
expert nose. To his surprise, there was the scent. A lesser hound 
would have gone on and opened on the line farther ahead, 4s 
though he had discovered it himself, but Copper would not stoop 


to such acts. He instantly opened on the line, confirming the 
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The sa .. The pack rushed over and soon were in full cry 
'g a that, whenever Red spoke on a lost line he was 
agai Se same respectful attention as the older hounds, 
y came to a blowdown where the wind had knocked 

, stand of sharply scented hemlocks. The packs slithered 
down he trunks until they reached the other side. Here they 
ane Somewhere in the blowdown they had lost the scent. 
i ae bear had turned sharply at right angles and come out 
Eit aiken spot or the scent would not lie on the sun-baked 
ues nd on the far side of the blowdown. 

The pack started casting —working out in ever-increasing 
circles, trying to pick up the trail again. They were still at it 
when the men caught up with them. The Master tried casting 
them himself, putting them on at various places where the bear 
might have come out of the blowdown, but although the hounds 
worked hard they could find nothing. 

Copper left the rest and crawled back through the blowdown 
to the last spot where he could positively identify the scent. He 
gave tongue on the old track and then came slowly back toward 
the blowdown. There was still some dew under the forest timber 
that held the scent, but the fallen trees in the blowdown were 
exposed to the full rays of the sun. It was noticeably warmer 
here, and the heat gave Copper an idea. He stood up on his hind 
legs. Ah, there it was! Very faint, but detectable. The scent was 
floating just above his head when he reared up. As the hound 
could not walk on his hind legs, he would stand up to get the 
scent, drop back on all fours, take a few steps, stand up again, 
and so on. Each time he raised himself and caught the ghost of 
the scent, he would give a low cry. The cries came in a slow, 
well-spaced Bow. . . bow. . . bow, as he advanced. With nose 
still strained upward he started across the blowdown. His feet 
slipped and plunged in between the trunks, but he was higher 
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now and his straining nose could barely touch 


His cries slowed yet he kept on. When he we, eatin li 
ground on the other side, he had to stand up cal ed the 1 
N to at 


odor, but he kept on through the still questing pack Teach th 
Now the other hounds began to un aie € 
doing. They also stood up on their hind legs to test a cis 
some straining up so far they fell over backward a u 
the scent and gave tongue. He followed Cores Ugh 
worked their way into the pine forest. Then Ran : and ¢ ey 
speak, and finally Red. Under the trees, the scent q T # aN ty 
ground again. Here the hounds were able to follow ae to the 
burst into full cry. uly, and 
They quickly outdistanced the men. Now the other hoy 
had moved into the lead, for the scent was good, and Co nds 
never a fast dog with his heavy, bloodhound build, was ete 
Red was in front, going at such a rate that if the bear had tumed 
off sharply he would be sure to overrun the line. Behind him 
came Ranger and then Chief. The catch dogs were in the tear 
following the hounds, for they could hardly own the line res 


, aj 
hief ca it, 


now. 

The scent was getting stronger. The bear was close. Copper 
dropped back more and more. His legs were stiff, his lungs 
burned, and in addition he had no desire to come up with an 
infuriated bear. He knew bears by experience. They were dan- 
gerous, and Copper was no fighter. 

Suddenly Red began to scream with excitement, and at the 
same moment came the sound of smashing brush. Red had 
sighted the bear. Now Ranger and Chief stopped giving tongue 
and broke into the viewing cry. In spite of himself, Coppe 
caught the excitement and put on an extra burst of speed: ss 
catch dogs tore past him, Scrapper snarling and slashing at him 
to make the hound get out of the way. Then through 1° 
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hysterical yells came a deep-throated bellowing. The bear was 
turning at bay. He had a system of tunnels in the blackberry 
bushes, and when the pack tried to follow him he turned and 
charged. The dogs fell over each other trying to avoid him. 
Copper, mad with excitement, plunged on through the tangle 
that clung to him and tore at his ears. . 

Somewhere in the bushes a fight was raging. Hazel limbs were 
snapping like gunshots. ‘Then Copper heard a yelp from Red as 
the young hound took a blow. Now the bear growled in pain. 
One of the catch dogs must have taken a hold. The screaming of 
the dogs rose in intensity, and Copper rushed on regardless of 
danger. He saw the red body of the July hound go sailing over 
the bushes. Copper was warned and slowed down. As he broke 
through the last cover, he saw the bear. 

The great black animal had backed against a fallen tree so the 
dogs could not take him from behind. He stood there swinging 
his head back and forth, champing his jaws as the dogs rushed at 
him by turns. The whole place was filled with his powerful odor, 
but there was no scent of fear. 

The catch dogs had taken up their places one on either side of 
him while the hounds ran around behind them. First Buck and 
then Scrapper would leap forward, and the bear would swing his 
head to face the adversary. Then the other dog would spring in, 
tear out a mouthful of fur, and jump back to avoid the bear’s 
return blow. While he was spitting out the fur, the other dog 
would bound forward to pull out another mouthful from the 
bear's other side. They were making no real attempt to attack— 
only to hold him. 

But how long could they hold him? Twice the bear made an 
effort to leave the tree and continue running. Once he started 
going, he could easily outrun the pack in this heavy cover. The 
dogs knew it and even the hounds rushed in to help the catch 


dogs snap at his sides and force him back. But if the bear reall 
decided to break, they could not stop him. 

The sound of the Master’s horn came. He was signaling the 
pack that help was on the way. At the call, the catch dogs moved 
into position. When both were ready, Buck gave a quick, sharp 
bark. Instantly Scrapper rushed in, making a feint at the bears 
side that drew him out slightly from the protection of the tree, 
Buck promptly leaped in and grabbed the bear's ear. Scrapper 
bounced forward, snapping and barking to keep the bear from 
turning on his friend, while Ranger and Chief tried to help 
distract the animal. Buck managed to fling his body over the 
bear’s neck, still hanging to the ear. 

The bear stood up on his hind legs, reaching behind him for 
the Airedale. As he did so there came the stunning crack of 4 
rifle shot. The bear must have been hit, for an instant later came 
the acid scent of diarrhea as the bear emptied his bowels. The 
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hounds screamed at the odor and flung the 
tearing out mouthfuls of fur. Copper could no hi fo 
himself and joined the attack, Onger ee td, 

Another shot cracked out. The bear seized Bice: tro] 
and flung him away into the bushes. Then he Ge th bay 
of the pack. Scrapper, leaping back to avoid a blow et € 
Ranger. Instantly he turned with insane fury on the , With 
the two dogs rolled on the ground together, biting Fu lott, and 
feeling for each other’s throats. Copper saw the Miao” and 
through a mass of honeysuckle with a small gun jn . teating 
The grease-smelling man was there too, yelling Se hang, 
waving his rifle. The bear was apparently completely i and 
with the dogs, yet suddenly he whirled and charged the - 

. : ; aster 

The Master tried to jump back, but his foot caught in ‘ 
honeysuckle and he fell. The bear was on top of him, oi 
catch dogs were gone, and even at this terrible moment Cop e 
could not bring himself to close with the bear. Then Chit 
charged in from behind. Closing his forefeet under him, he slid 
under the bear and seized the raging animal by the testicles. The 
bear’s jaws had met in the Master’s shoulder, but this pain was 
too terrible for the animal to take. He whirled around, but Chief 
still hung on, although he was lifted off his feet. The Master 
rose on his elbow and fired into the bear's side with his small 
handgun. The grease-smelling man also fired. The bear went 
down, blood pouring from his mouth—the thick, rich-smelling 
arterial blood that means death. The dogs poured over him, even 
Scrapper and Ranger forgetting their differences as the smell hit 
them. Straining in different directions, the pack stretched him 
out between them while the grease-smelling man fired shot after 
shot into the body. 

When it was all over, Copper lay down with a delicious 
feeling of satisfied exhaustion. It was much the same feeling he 
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frer having well served a bitch. He was drained of strength 
had a remotion. A delightful lassitude filled him. 
. ie rose and limped toward them. Copper rose to 
set him, proudly wagging his tail in conscious self-esteem for 
having done a good job of trailing. The Master paid no attention 
‘o him. He went over to Chief and, taking the Trigg’s head 
between his hands, spoke to him in the love talk that once he 
had used only to Copper. Watching them with savage jealousy, 


Copper knew that his day was done and that soon there would 
be a new leader of the pack. 


